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The Bar 


Author's Notes: 
This is purely fictional and none of this ever happened. 


“Stradlin you have about 1,2,3 seconds before | kill you to explain why we are at a gay bar?" The redhead said 
with as much deadly venom he could muster without yelling. The inky guitarist didn't answer the question 
asked just smiled. “Axeeeee go get some drinks!" He loved Stevie enough to let the nickname go. 


“Does everyone want their usual drink?" He asked feeling a bit more generous than he usually is. Getting some 
varying answers of a yes he set off to order the drinks. Wolf whistles followed him as he made the tedious 
journey to the bar. 


"Hey pretty thing mind if | buy you a drink?" A biker asked liking his lips as Axl ordered the drinks. “Um no 
thanks | already ordered somethin" He answered politely cause his mom raised a gentleman 
"Oh come on cutie how bout | give you my number?" At this point the murder of Izzy Stradlin was completely 


a sane thought in Axl's mind. 


"No uh I'm not gay my friend took us here as a bad joke." Biker guy looked unimpressed with the statement. 
“Oh stop lying sugar you know you would love how a man treated you in bed" The sultry purr of the words 
only made Axl furious. “Dude back off I'm not in a mood to be in a fight over some asshole like you that 


doesn't understand the meaning of no." 


The guy had the fucking nerve to grab his arm and yank him. “Sugar | see you are playing hard to get well 
maybe | can change your attitude." Thrashing to be let go he looked for his friends but the bar was on the 
other fucking side of the building. They probably think he's fuckin around. 


Axl was strong,stronger than he looked but this guy was as tall as Duff and looked like he bench pressed as 
much as Axl weighs. Biker dragged him to the bathrooms but not without insults and punches and a headbutt 
which didn't affect him much. 


"Let go of me fucker!" He spit and kicked but the guy had him penned down. “My names Frankie baby 
remember that when your yelling it" He caressed his meaty hand down Axl's back. Raising up the torn shirt 
he pressed a kiss to his neck which nearly made Axl break. 


He resorted to what he rarely ever didhe begged. "Please let go dude we both pretend it never happened no 
charges will be pressed" He was frantic his breath was steadily getting quicker. "Oh honey charged won't be 


pressed cause I'll fuck you so good you won't remeber your own name." 


Frankie punctuated the statement by pulling Axl's leather pants down. If he wasn't panicking then now he is. His 
mind shut down he heard remarks about how tight he is. How his skin is so silky. How he's such a whore he 


probably likes being used like this. 


He ignored it all to focused on trying not to cry. It went on for hours it felt like but in reality most likely a 
few minutes. He felt something hot squirt in him. He felt dirty. “You were good darlin hope to see you again" 
Then a kiss to his cheek and it was over. 


Gathering the shattered pieces of his ability to comprehend he pulled his pants back on. Looking at his face he 
didn't see himself. He saw a chattered boy begging to be showed what real love was. Walking out with what he 


could only describe was fake calmness found in the depths of being broken over and over again. 


He made it back to the table limping hair all a mess,clothes crooked. “I'm going home guys." He muttered walking 


off ignoring the calls of his name and where were the drinks. 


Getting home quicker than he thought he stripped his clothes. Turning the rickety shower to its highest 
setting stepping in he felt like he was burning. He needed to feel something. 


The tears held back were now rushing down his face mixing | with the scorching water. His hair clung to his 


back and neck acting like a smother to his airway. He was dirty. He was unclean. 


He was broken. 


